A    WINDOW    IN    THRUMS

** Na, na ; oh keep us, no/' said Jess ; but
she knew it was.

For a time she could not speak.

" I canna tak it, Jamie," she faltered at
last.

But Jamie waved his hand, meaning that
it was nothing, and then, Zest he should burst,
hurried out into the garden, where he walked
up and down whistling. May God bless the
lad, thought I. I do not know the history
of that five-pound note, but well aware I am
that it grew slowly out of pence and silver,
and that Jamie denied his passions many
things for this great hour. His sacrifices
watered his young heart and kept it fresh
and tender. Let us no longer cheat our
consciences by talking of filthy lucre. Money
may always be a beautiful thing. It is we
who make it grimy.